
Your Daily Pastoral Epistle, 12 May 2020 

Hello Church! 

Today, I want to invite you to go with me in John’s gospel back to the Upper Room. 
Judas has left, only the other eleven disciples remain, including John who wrote this account 
for us. In the quote we read today, Jesus was speaking directly to Philip, but in the presence of 
those he trusted to carry on his mission after his resurrection.  

“If you love me, you will keep my commandments. I will ask the Father, and he 
will send another Companion, who will be with you forever. This Companion is the 
Spirit of Truth, whom the world can’t receive because it neither sees him nor 
recognizes him. You know him, because he lives with you and will be with you. 

“I won’t leave you as orphans. I will come to you. Soon the world will no longer 
see me, but you will see me. Because I live, you will live too. On that day you will know 
that I am in my Father, you are in me, and I am in you. Whoever has my 
commandments and keeps them loves me. Whoever loves me will be loved by my 
Father, and I will love them and reveal myself to them.” 

 

Please, take a moment to sit with this Scripture. What word or phrase speaks to you as 
you read it or as you re-read it now? 

5 hard returns here 

 

Today has been one of those hard days to do my writing. The way my mind works, I 
prefer to do this creative work for your benefit first thing in the morning when the only two 
people I have talked to are Christ and John. But today, I had back to back Zoom meetings 
dealing with two very different but equally critical ministries. As I hung up, I was so grateful 
Kathy understands my need to disconnect from the other voices before I can write for you.  

But when I called Kathy to ask for a short deadline extension, she shared with me the 
sad news that Jodi Olson’s dad had passed. Many of us are aware that he and his family were 
living with his Alzheimer’s disease. That’s hard. It is always hard to have your parent or spouse 
die, and it is even more hard for families now when Covid-19 keeps them physically away 
from their loved one in skilled nursing care.  

We have experienced this in my mom’s extended family as Mick died in skilled nursing 
care last month. Not only did we have the grief of death, we also had the complicated feelings 



of not being with him and each other like we wanted. It felt for us as though we had failed, 
while we really had done the best we could in these bizarre times we now live in. 

It is also hard for the vocational caregivers. Media usually calls them all nurses, but they 
include so many more vocations—physical therapists, occupational therapists, respiratory 
therapists, palliative care social workers, chaplains, the sanitation staff and I am certain I have 
failed to name someone—who are so deeply aware that they need to bring the compassion 
care families usually provide along with their skills. With many health care professionals in 
Mom’s family, I heard their increased anguish not only at Mick’s passing, but with their feelings 
of inadequacy as they tried to fill in for other families now shut out from their patients by this 
virus.  

All this stacked guilt over our own imperfection fills our hearts and overrides our best 
intentions. We can’t hear Christ because we our own laments drown his voice.   

So, to get my own ability to hear Christ’s voice retuned; my first step was to ask Kathy 
for grace. Then I took a short, early “normal” lunch break, the kind I have taken on similar 
days for years. In the I do an errand and get something for lunch John doesn’t enjoy as much 
as I do. These small actions restore my sense of getting something done. 

 For my errand today, I went to our church’s building and voted. The city professional 
staff are doing work retirees usually do. They are so gracious as they do what needs to be done 
even if it is not in their job description. We are blessed to have such fine civil servants here. 

 Then I picked up my drive through lunch at Culver’s. The woman working the cash 
register had on a mask that went with her uniform so perfectly, I thought Culver’s may have 
solved the supply problem that we need to take up at our HAMA meeting later today. My 
thought was wrong, this woman has a mom who sews. Her work mask was her mother’s love 
made practical. It was so nice to hear her story. 

With my tummy full, I came back to my studio and read this week’s Gospel the same 
way I ask you to read it. I look for what grabs my attention.   

What I heard from Jesus after my normal lunch was this, “I will ask the Father, and 
he will send another Companion, who will be with you forever.” Today my need for the 
Companion in human terms seems so trivial compared to the need for the Companion that 
Jodi and her family have in the same day. All the folks who cared for Jodie’s dad when she and 
her family could not because of this virus, have a great need Christ’s Companion that I feel my 
pastor colleagues and I should need.  

At the same time, I hear Christ say that the Companion “. . . will be with you forever.” 
There are no limits on what circumstances constitute forever.  



Maybe I have told this story so many times you could finish it for me, but I will tell it 
again anyway. While I was in seminary, I often took too much responsibility for things beyond 
my control and that were none of my business. More times than I can count, my supervising 
pastor, Rev. John Emerson, would look at me with kind eyes and say, “Dawn, the position of 
God has been filled and applications are no longer being accepted.”  

Christ promised us a Comforter who will never leave us. The Latin theological term for 
this is omnipresence, or “always present” in plain English. Unless you have this ability, you too 
can rest assured that you are not the Comforter Christ has sent. The Comforter’s presence 
does not depend on either your effectiveness or your behavior. No matter what today holds 
for you, the Comforter is there.  

Today let us rest knowing that the Comforter is here and will not abandon us.  

Amen.  

Grace will abound! 

Rev. Dawn  


